Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



I 




t2'i 

Rao 



btGoogle 



,ibf Google 



SEEN & UNSEEN 



" Been md Uneeen," bj Tone N(^n>oliii ■■ utotber tnuoie 
of the inugtnationi bnt its iiupiratioa mmea from the can- 
rone, the monutkini ; from the BOlItude, from the ieobtloD of 
a homeleH foreigner id kn inoompreliueiuible, aliea dTiUi*- 
tion. 

Ab «11 the reeding world bnowi. Tone Nognohi b • 
JaptmeiM boy who wandered to America and found a friend 
in one who hag himself written poema not to be forgotten, the 
eooentric bard, Joaqnin Miller. The stranger from bejond 
the eeaa went to live with the old poet in hia moantaun her- 
mitage and in tlis yonth the sense of beanty bloesomed into 
Ctry, into vagne, nnmeasored linea : fragment*, mnaieal, 
utifnl, irregniar ; often ofaacare in thonsht. fortheanthor 
is bat a boy ; often obscore in ezpreeuon, lor his song la in an 
alien tongue. 

One doubts if this poetic sodI will OTer find perfbot 
speech. It seems too frail, too shrinking, too seniitive to 
endnre the training, the repressing, the rules, the disdpline, 
iMoeaaary to make a reall7 [ttoper poet, a clear-ainglng, clear- 
•eeing poet, to be anderstood of all men. ' Tone Nogochi 
soggeats Bome wajwaid viaitant from another planet, oonfnaed 
bj the strangeneas around him : one not to be tamed and 
taught the earthl; thinking and the plain apeeoli of men. 
He is a dreamer; of Imagination alt compact', one wrapt in 
wonder of the universe aboat him; lost inlheeObrt to dia- 
tingoisb between what he feeli and what is rvalitj. 

Alas, m7 sonl b like a paper lantern, its pastas wetted 
offnnder the rainj night, in the rainy world. 

But the beaaUful linea and the beanCifnl thougbts in thb 
tittle book are treasures to cherish. Workin 



mistered tongue, oonfUaed b^ immaturity of hb thon^t ; 
finding his apeech unready aod liia fancies elosive, Tone No- 

gnchi yet ohariua us into the region of high imivination. 

THEKANS.iS CITY STAR. 
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9 37*77* 



AH. WHO WILL CARE FOR UT POETRY? 
I DO HOT KNOW YET BUT I DARE 
TO HOPE THAT THERE HAY BE SOME 
UHKHOWN FRIENDS AND TO THEU I 
LOVINOLy DEDICATE THESE UY SONGS. 
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NOTE 

In this edition the cover decoration and cuts 
deugned by Gelett Bui^ss, the frontisfdece (Yone 
Noguchi is bis twentieth year) drawn by Ernest 
Peixotto, and also the dedication, of the ordinal 
edition, are reproduced. 
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INTRODUCTION 



31US book of verses was written more 
than twenty yeacs ago at the home 
of Joaquin Miller, the " Heights," 
In the hills back of Oakland in Cali- 
fornia, where I slept amid the stars in sky and 
the star-dusts on the earth (who could tell where 
tbe stars left off for the village lights), and in the 
day we, I and Joaquin, " climbed up the nusts 
furrowed by the hill3> and burled words and di^ 
God's silence." It was certainly an ideal place 
for a |.oet, verily near to God and yet not fiir from 
cities. In spring popi»es and buttercups s[HtIed 
golden 801^ of laughter, and in winter mists took 
possession of the hills like ghost-battalions. 
Vbiting this place again after twenty years, one 
day in November, 1919, 1 wrote a poem In mem- 
ory of Joaquin Miller, with the following lines : , 
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INTRODUCTION 

" What a m'^hty ^lence there sailed in from 
the San Francisco Bay's silvery room t 

Again what a silence, when the King-like sun 
sank down through the gate I 

Joaqidn, at such a moment, our ears opened to 
the crickets of eve, 

How silently we roamed, and smiled to the big 
lantern of the sky I " 

How as a youth aspiring for poetry I adopted 
then, as I once wrote on the Buddha priest in 
meditation, a style of solitariness, and enjoyed in 
a grand leisure in my walk on the road of mys- 
tery. Morality of the world and accident of life 
no longer eidsted there for me, but only the 
silence and soul c^ prayer. To fully command 
that silence, I went Into Miller's canyon where 
even the day time was dark with the tall trees, 
and the moon came, whenever she came, and 
with the light of eternity looked fondly on my 
soul ; from my mad desire to lay my heart to that 
of Mother Nature as nakedly as possible, I carr- 
ied my blankets and slept there night aiUr night 
during the summer months. These verses are my 
journal of Sfuritual adventure In those days, under 
the Californian cedars, and by the brook where 
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IHTRODUCTION 

water was clean enough to wash off the human 
dusts from my aoul. 

I took the verses, when they were written, to 
Gelett Bui^ess in San Francisco, then the editer 
of the Lark, and was so happy to find him as my 
first American friend in the true liteiary sense, 
whose curionty was stirred up by my work. I 
wrote somewhere : "The July of 1896, when my 
five English poems (let me call them poems) were 
first printed by Mr. Burgess in the Lark, was 
certainly the dawn <^ my new page of American 
life ; my heart jumped high in joy with the letter 
written by turn, saying : ' I have several notices 
of your poems from the Eastern papers, and yoiu* 
work has been very well received.* I confess that 
the joy I felt then was the greatest of joys, and I 
never felt anything like it again." Let me take 
this occarion of bringing out the second edition of 
these verses to thank Mr. Bui^ess under the light 
that I was discovered by him, and also Mr. Porter 
Gantett whose enthusiasm, I believe,' was then 
quite equal to thar of Mr, Burgess. 

Snce I left California in 1900 for New York and 
London, I had seen many other cities more big and 
more prosperous, but my mind always returned 
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INTRODUCTION 

to Hitler's Heights where my poetry first began 
to grow amid the roses and carnations which 
Miller and I watered tenderly. Also I published 
many other books in poetry or what not, durii^ 
the last twenty years, but I confess that I am 
more attached to the present book, "Seen 
and Unseen," because it is my first born, and 
under its wild furtive words sounding almost 
like a child's babbles, I succeeded in making 
myself more naked and true. 

And the writers of the free verses and the so* 
called imagists in the present West, let me dare 
say, will be interested perliaps to know that a 
Japanese had written such verses like these some 
twenty four years ago, 

Yone Noguchi 
Nakano, near Tok}ro, Oct 1920 
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INTRODUCTION TO THE FIRST EDITION 



I WOULD have you think of him at I 
krufw him, a youth of tjoenty years, 
exiled and alotu, separated from 
the mother, for away, abandoned 
by his native land and Time, a rtcluse and a 
ibvamer, in love with sadness, waiting for the time 
to come to do his part in recalling the ancient glory 
of the great poets and philosophers ef his land} 
watching, calm-eyed and serums, the writers <f this 
new world, to see if the old words can live in the 
Western ctviHtation ; and if the sheeted memories 
of the Past may be re-embodied in o$ir EngHsk 
tongue. 

IntheedittHg (f^se poems, I have coiaboraud 
with Ms. Fortes Garnbtt, whose sympcOheHe 
assittance has lightened a responsibiliiy, that only 
our regard for Yc«b NoGUcm mght aatkcrise; 
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INTRODUCTION 

and if our /ants and txplanatums of idiom and 
(Rction have aided him and if our hands, laid 
reverently upon his writings, have in some places 
clet^eda few ambiguints amstructions, how generous- 
ly has he repaid the debt t We gave Mm but the 
crude metal tf the lat^uage and he has returned it 
to us, minted into golden coin. He has honored our 
native tongue by his writings ; he has lifted the veil 
of convention and discovered fresb beauties and un- 
expected charms in our speech And so, when I try 
to offer some fitting introduction to the writings <f 
my friend, his words came back to me; his virile 
phrases and unworn metaphors best paint his moods. 
H^t need to introduce him, indeed f — has he not 
in these pages spoken for himself? 

For here in these Monologues, he has written 
with absolute sincerity and simplicity, his very souTs- 
journal, in nocturnes set to the music of an un- 
familiar tongue, inform vague as his vague moods. 
Though ever luiknowiog of Self, he has given to 
these songs the truest lyric quality, — in his lonely 
cabin, even yellow^jackets-abandoned — haunting 
the midnight garden — alme in the dreani*niuffled 
canyon ; at shadeless noon, sunful-eyed,— it the 
sober-laced*even[ng — wrapped'jn the warm dark- 
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IHTRODUCTIOM 

ness of At invisible xa^t—shrouded m tke gray 
mystery of the mist — uttder the brave, upright 
rains, or swept by the boneless winds ; — he has 
revealed himself a visitor in this sense-world, hid in 
a corner of the Universe, delighted in his dreams 
and reveries, with its shadows, its audible silence, 
and the poetic garments of its clouds,— disdtdj^ul 
of its Names, its childish play and i!^- dusty 
manners of the city, lonely in Being-formed Noth- 
ing, his soul beating against the sadness-walled 
body, seeking for a casement to flit out 

So nauhfor ihejonmal and portrait of the man, 
tohose shy soul roams lonelily out, picked by the 
incessant tear-rains, his way lost in misty doubt- 
fulness. So much for the subjective aspect of his 
visions of Nature, and his life of gentle melancholy. 
But of those dreams within the Dream, ^ the 
' Being '-fruit of his ' Notliing ' orchard, of his 
rivulet's unknown chatter, — how many shall under- 
stand? For his is the voice of the Occident speak- 
ing from the iron-bodied yore-time, where there is 
place without Placet ond though he ttumld give 
the Word to the word, not less, not more than 
the Word itself, — these, to many hee^ss ears, shall 
be but the unintelligible frogs' rain-songs, — the 
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tear-criea of the crickets on the lean, gray-hair- 
ed hilt ^hfd with his <mm vMmsical despair, we 
may say, " O Homeless Snail, for my sake, put 
forth thy honorable horns 1 " 

StiU it may be that some may read between the 
lines and find the door\^%seaX.rAaix to kis philosi^hy. 
With him, they may gaze through the ripples, into 
the mileless bottom of the mirrory brook, and 
bekddhis strange shadowed world. And seeing its 
mysteries, they too may wonder whether the bird, 
that flies upright into the atom-eyed sky, — or its 
reflected %ure that sinks down into the roomy 
halls beneath the surface, is the real bird. Ihey too 
may stir the waves of reverie, awakening thereby 
some unknown motion in that other-world, or with 
their eyes dimmed by mist-pains, and fingers all 
bloodied by rose-thorns, find in his corridor of 
Poetry, a refuge from the storms of vanity-winged 
Hope. 

Yet it were Init partly true to call this symbolism. 
It is too vague, too sitbtly suggestive for that. Suck 
moods and nuances of feeling as these are not trans- 
latable into the logical and definite processes of Occi- 
dental thought. And though on the oilier hand, 
they art not distinctively Japanese in sentiment or 
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IHTRODUCTIOH 

i« art, ytt one might illustrate their intangible 
delieaey, 6y one of the Ho-ku's or "inspirations" 
^his own " high quatified " Ba-sho, meaningless 
but wisdom-wreathed syllables, — elusive phrases, 
— Hie opiate vapors changing to the changing 
mood. 

" Alas, lonesome road. 
Deserted by way&rers. 
This autumn evening 1 " 

And so, who shaU travel along tne'road where 
Yoke Noguchi farts this Autumn evening f Not 
many pilgrims shall find the Way, but if haply, 
after the curtain of his life is drawn, one or two, 
after sailfng on surgeful waves, shall pass this 
space of land, — a wandering, love-hunting breeze 
shall welcome them-'rihe guaifs note shall Jump 
into their Sea of Ix>neliness — and in the ghost- 
raioing night, whose shadow-mysteries are divided 
by the beams sf his matchless Mistress Moon, in 
her chamber of un£ithomab1e peace, the rustling 
tf his willow leaves may break into the tuneful 
silence — a sigh may knock upon the drowsy airs, 
and a voice may whisper, — " Where is my friend ? " 
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Well may he st^, " What about my songs ? " 
sAaH there be no shadow, — no echoing to the 
end? — cr must his Word, once uttered, ever 
roam about the Universe with voiceless sound I 
Who, indeed, vnll care for his poetry f 

Ah^ the ripples know I As the monotonous 
rhymed rivulet of Time hurries down, day by 
night, with her undiflferent tone, — the ripples, 
gone down far away, far away, — they know I 

GeltU Burgess. 
San FRANasco, Dec. i st, 189G 
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PROLOGUE 

a HE £ite-coIored leaves float dun^ly 
down unto the ground-breast, thou- 
sands alter thousands, matting the 
earth with yellow flakes, 

Whilst the brushing of a golden. Autumn wind 
dreams away into the immortal stillness. 

Ah, they roam down, roam down, roam down 1 

Alone in the dark green shadows of the canyon- 
forest, I never see a mortal behind nor before 
me. 

Alas for my beloved predecessors passed so far 
away over the myriad seas and the mountains 1 

Alone in the tranquillity, I see the colored thought- 
leaves of my souNtrees falling down, falling 
down, fedlii^ down upon the stainless, snowy 
cheeks of tlus paper. 

Oh, let them sleep; let them pass, anon, into 
eternal drowsiness. Praise them not, O 
Worid, — abuse them not, I pray ! 

In search of perennial rest, they fell down, fall 
down, fall down, fall down t 

Ah, they are the stuff of Eternity itself; my death- 
hunying, withered thoughts of poetry are 
iheyl 
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" Ah, lonely, laiufy, 

Shall iMs FUnaef's Neighbors be 

When To-morrow comes I " 
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MONOLOGUES 

OF A 

HOMELESS SNAIL 
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I. / COME BACK TO ME. 

She space of land I passed along hides 

stealtshly away, the dusty manners, 

the dus^ souls, the dusty bodies,— 

what the c\\y is. 

Alas, venerable Nothing I as the nothing lives out 

of mortal view ; 
Alas, worthy Death I as the Death saves the sheeted 

sins. 
Such city, unvisible now in my s[riritless eyes, might 

be seen as holy rout in unknown land. 
And at last I came back to me, after sailing on 
surgefiil waves ; at this moment, between the 
Present and the Future, the Past and the 
Present, — forgetting what the world was, 
yestertime, — forgetting what I was, yestcrtime. 
When the Future shall be the Past, " I come back 

to me," or " I go on to me," shall be as one. 
What do I mean by met I, whom the god made 
at first for me I 



,ibf Google 



II. WHERE WOULD J GOt 

LiDiNG downward the peace-buried, si- 
lence-toned Somewhere, driven by the 
gray Melody of the monotonous- 
rhymed rivulet, — Eternal chant of 
perennial spirits. 
My soul wrapped in warm darkness, I tost drowsily 

the memory of times. 
Roaming about the harmless sky through the chat- 
tering atoms, accompanied by the White Mu- 
sician — the mountain breeze, more snowy than 
poij^dered marble — under poetry-stringed harp. 
My weightless soul, round-formed, forgot the fancies 

of my shuddering passion- 
But for the remembering, (nay, for the rennembering 
even in forgetting) the mother,— where would I 
go? 
Ever looking up to the high sky, heart-filled I 

breathe the Western airs under heavy tears. 
My shy soul was consoled then, as if I had drunk 
my mother's sweet breath, love-frozen, out of 
the far West. 
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m. THE BRAVE UPRIGHT RAINS. 

§ HE brave upright ratna come r^ht down 
like errands from iron-bodied yore- 
time, never looking back ; out of the 
ever tranquil, oceao-breasted, (an high 

heaven — yet as high but as the gum tree at my 

cabin window. 
Without hesitation, they kill themselves in an instant 

on the earth, lifting their single-noted chants — 

O tragedy I Chants ? Nayi the clapf^ souud 

of earth-lips. 
O heavenly manna, chilly, deUcate as Goddess ' 

tears for the intoxicated mouth of the sdl, this 

gossamer-veiled day 1 
The Universe .now grows sober, gaunt, hungry, 

frozen-hearted, spiteful-souled ; alone, friendless, 

it groans out in the flute of the stony-throated 

frc^. 
Resignedly, the floating mountain of tired cloud 

creeps into the willow leaves — washed hair td 

palace-maiden of old. 
Lo, the willow leaves, mirrored in the dust-4«ed 

waters'vf the pond I 
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tV. MATQHLESS MISTRESS MOON, 

BOUNOtBSS sileoce, like dense magtc 

hair I 
Poetic garments <X opiate vapors I — 
The mystery - guarding, fortver un- 
pablished, golden-sheeted volumes fiu- down 
in die rivulet, out of Time, out of Place, under 
the frogs' raln-soi^— 
O the matchless Mistress Moon in a chamber of un- 
fathomable peace I 
These ripples of water bearing radiant lanterns 
(moons?) roam down ; — are they not the bogi 
throatAil breaths ? 
Lo, the moon in the sea-blue sky dome I To me, a 
golden casement to steal through into the un- 
known world, tenanted by another god ; where 
it is serene as the dreamy mists of Divinity, 
where it is free as frenzied clouds, where it is 
pleasant as wandering, love-hunting breeze. 
This world is not my residence to the end I 
Alas, the moon has lost her way, harassed among 

the leaf-fellows on the darklii^r hill top I 
Isn't there chance for my flying out ? 
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V. IS THIS WORLD THE SOUD BEING f 

^NDER the void-frozen vanity - spirited 
heaven mending cloud, this shadeless 
afternoon, — the world faced like a 
lean philosopher, — 
Tlie resigned poet, alone, delights bi the corridor of 
Poetry; the god watches die keys of the 
entrance, nodding, lonely, In bdng - formed 
nothing. 
My soul, like a chilly-winged fly, roams about the 
sadness- walled body, hunting for a casement to 
flit out. 
Lo, suddenly, an inspired bird flies upright into the 

atom-eyed sky I 
Alas, his reflection sinks far down into the mileless 

bottom of the mirrory rivulet I 
Is this world the solid being ? — or a shadowy 

nothing ? 
Is the form that flies up the real bird? Or tbe 
figure that sinks down ? 
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VI. SABRB-CORNERED WINDS BLOW. 

URB-cornered Winds blow I 

Close up thy mouth ; thy thia-wreathed 

lips shiver under the Winds 1 
Alrezdy-colored words are colored more 

by thy gossip of another. 
Thy mouth is like a keyless door for thy myriad 

misfortunes, in this floating world. 
Bold words be dead I as often the word is little more 

than nothing. 
Timid words be dead I as often the word is little less 

than nothing ! 
Give the word to the Word ; not less, not more than 

the Word itself I 
Silence is the all of Silence : Stillness is the whole 

of Stillness. 
Behold, the Heaven above is ever dumb I — Under 

its Muteness, the Seasons change around ; — the 

thousand trees grow up : 
And to, the never-broken curtain-canopy of heaven 

arches closely over the earth. 
Alas, in this big cage of the universe, without an 

entrance, thy Word, once uttered, ever roams 

around the world with voiceless sound t 
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VII. ALONE. 



rsM 



) LONE I 

I Though the heaven above break down ; 
\ j^^^L though the earth spreads around — 
apart, alone, not even with my own 
V in the world of darkness ; with only my 

ed soul, housed in the tear-rusted body, 

As a motherless wind in breathless vale, as a funeral 
bell stealing down into the unviable world by 
a dream-mufHed path. 
Alone with my my own loneliness, with my own 

reverie- 
Alone in this ghost-raining night, my cabin walls 
djdng like formless corpses into the darkness of 
vacuity. 
Alone in this bOnndless universe, closing my mortal 
eyes ; yet, under the radiant darkness, I am 
ever awake to the sheeted memory of the past. 
Alas, my almost decayed soul picked by the in- 
cessant tear^^ins, my one desire is to be myself 
as nothing. 
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VIII. AH, IT WAS RAINi 

ui like a brokeo-hearted waning smol 
out of tender love's chimney, changi 
in an instant, as a hope-decayed clou 
Leaning upon the withered willov tn 
my shy dream, as a homeless wind, hur 
formless deure with boneless hands. 
I am awakened suddenly by what? — needle-li 
tears of my friend ? — alas, he may be counti: 
somewhere his never melting tears. 
Ah, it was rain I 
Lo, the rivulet near by, curtains over the rooi 

halls far beneath. 
Dead, motherless, lonely, tearful world for me I 
My willow leaves wither, while my friend is gone 
far away, and I lose his track nud frozen tea 
Alas, such gloomy clouds above, gray-haired 
their sadness, storm about with dead-volt 
sounds. 
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UL TO jW unknown POST. 

r I am lost In the deep body of the 
t on the hill, 
\ The m}rid seenu built with me as its 
pillar I 

Am I the god upon the &ce of the deep, deei^ess 
deepness in the Begimiii^ ? 
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X. ALAS. NOTHING f 

us, nothli^l 

Wiidom gives the way to untruth 
fulness : Hope gives the way to feeb 
wisdom. 
What tallc, about Goodness, Badness, Succe: 

Unsuccess, Virtue* Vice I 
Like dreams amid dreams, our lives in this floatii 

world. 
Storms of vanity-winged hope, be silent I 
Alone, abroad, I lost at last my way out of sight 

misty doubtAilnesa. 
While hunting the doorless entrance of Hope, r 

fingers were all bloodied by rose-thorns 1 
The cold-hearted sun couldn't kill my dew-te: 

ever shed under spirited sorriness— ever dreai 

ing of the ideal romance. 
Alas, my own IVozen dews I — formed times ago, 

the mileless West, when the sword-hand 

hopes swept me apart from my brother, — 

away I 
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XL DREAMY PEACE DWELT WHH MR 

^KEAUY Peace dwelt with me, whose 

magie vapors enclosed me, softly as 

lovers' shadows. 

' I ever nod upon the graves of Silence I 

I ever loll upon waves of muteness, wrap^Hng mists 

about my breast. 
I ever roam around the unsettled land of Dawn, 
where the ruins moulder into their rest. 
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XII. ON THE MIDNIGHT GARDEN. 

T own shoes' tapping picks into i 
shuddering soul, which, like a w 
priest m a starry heaven, fioats 
the unfrightening thought-seas. 
In the midnight garden, taking her conscious slui 
ber among slieeted mists issuing from the doc 
chink of the back htlU 
Alas, the frogs' songs this night, so ugnifican 

Peace,— or War ? 
The leaves die into sleep, the night dews havii 
drunk up stealishly all the fragrances of tl 
drowsy flowers. 
My Spring willow -leaves stand with their ey- 
dimmed by mist-pains, like swoonii^ maidei 
overdrenched under nias of love- 
Alas, among tlie willow-leaves, my bushy hain 
love, alone, stands with willow-boned wais 
graceful as a living cloud, — dressing her stlvei 
star. 
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XIIL DRANKEST THOU SNOWY DEWS. 



thou snowy dews of pleasure, 
right on thy soul the taste of 



Alone without friend. — abroad, I cover my ears 
gainst the wind's silly question : " What are 
tears t" 

Am I a viutor in this world ?— ^r a master of this 
world ? 

Alas, this evening of ulence, — firozen darkness. 

No one in my dght but a tired travelling crow, 
havened by our wither-faced gate. 

Ah, my soul roams lonelily out, like a ghostly 
lantern under the rains, consoled even by the 
sound of the desolate liineral bell drowned by 
the rivulet, fbi^ettii^ its way to an unknown 
other-world. 

The icy word alas is made for me alone I 
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XIV. SUDING THROUGH THE WINDOW. 

UDiNO through the window of sea^reen 

Heaven, 
Innocent misty vapors flit into the 
roomy ball of the Universe, 
Exhalin{[ from the formless chimney called Spring, 
out of sight, where the god alone, transmutes 
his poetry of Beauty. 
The opiate vapors, in foamless waves^ rock about 

tlus dreaming shore of April-Earth. 
Alas, the mother-cow with matron eyes, utters her 
bitter heart, kidnapped of her children by the 
curling gossanter mist I 
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XV. WHAT ABOUT MY SONGS t 

IgjSbj^Ji ^ koown-unknown-bottomed gossamer 
I (iM^^-t waves of the field are colored t^the 
& ^9K r„ travelling shadows of the lonely. 
». ^^p " orphaned meadow lark i 
At shadeless noon, suniul-eyed, — the crazyi ooe^nch 

butterfly (dethroned angel ?) roanu about, her 

embodied shadow on the secret-chattering 

grasa-topa in the sabrc-4tght 
The Universe, too, has somewhere its shadow ; — but 

what about my songs ? 
An there be no shadow, no ech<Hi^ to the end, — 

my brokcQ-throated flute will never again be 

made whole t 
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XVI. AT NIGHT. 

S]t night the Universe grows lean, sob 

i faced, of Intoxication, 

I The shadow of the half-sphere curtai 

3 down closely against my world, like 

doorless cage, and the stillness chained 1 

wrinkled darkness strains throughout the Un 

verse to be free. 

Usten, frc^s in the pond, (the world is a pond itseli 

cry out for the light, for the truth t 
The curtains rattle ghostlily along, bloodily bitlnj 
my soul, the winds knocking on my cabin doo. 
with their shadowy hands. 
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XVn. / RECALL MY DREAM. 

Irecaix my dream, passed far away into 

unraible Somewhere, out of Time. 
I Ah, I have dniak and known the taste 
of water this very day I 
Birds (moving pleasure) sing; flowers (satisfied 
silence) dress themselves ; winds (sublime fren- 
zy) roam. 
I found out, at last, my dream of last night, ever 

sui^ful, ever excited. 
Alas, I was ever heaping stones upon a baseless 

land I 
But when will the curtain of my life be drawn down 
against this world (the world itself is ever' 
dreaming) where I dreamed my dream ? 
The time should be in my hand to know. 
« 
« * • 

And the rivulet hurries down, day by night, with 
ber undif&rent tone I 
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XVIII. AH. MY BANANA TREBt 

UT from gossamer hall? Out 
cloud-like temple? Out from 
muffled corridor? Out from ] 
torn-dreamed canyoo ? Out 
romance-dead field ? Out from heaven-mt 
ocean ?— the age forgotten, naked winds 
crazily after sadness-poetiy, si[^;]ng their 
gray songs around the world (^ tears. 
Locking my cabin door, my humble body alone 
the fHendless soul (my master in this woi 
cover my ears against their bloody voices. 
Alas, their broken forms stand at my entrance 
Who knows I — my one-leafed banana tree m: 
broken, laying his corpse on the bed < 
earth. 
Ah, my banana tree 1 who gallantly stared dow 
chilly-blooded world, with his one soul 
wrapping the ghost-tenanted darkness abc 
soft-boned breast. 



B> Google 



XIX. UKE A PAPER LANTERN. 

Ol K, my friend, Miw wilt not conu back to 
f/uAtsmght/" 
I I am alone in this lonely cabin, alas, in 

, ' the friendless Universe, and the snail 

at my door hides stealishly his horn:). 
" 0/or my sake, put forth thy hotiorahU horns I " 
To the Eastward, to the Westward ? Alas, where 

is Truthfulness ?— Goodness ?— Light ? 
The world enveils me; my body itself ttus night 

enveiis my souL 
Alas, my soul is like a paper lantern. Its pastes 
wetted off under the rainy night, in the rainy 
worid. 
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XX. WHERE IS THE POET? 

HE inky-^artnentedi trutb-dead ' 
woven by dumb ghost atom 
darkness of phantasmal m 
mouth — kidnapped the maidei 
silence-faced, lovc-mannered, mirrori 
golden breast in silvery rivulets : 
The \^nd, her lover, gray-haired in one i 
crazes around the Universe, hunting 
dewy love-letters, strewn secretly upon 
carpets of the open field. 
O drama I never performed, never gossipe 
rbjrraed I Behold — to the blind beast, e 
less, iron-hearted, the Heaven has no i 
interpret Aese tidings 1 
Ah, where is the man who lives out of hii 
the poet inspired often to chronic! 
things? 
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XXI. THE INVISIBLE NIGHT. 

I HE flat-boarded earth, nailed down at 

night, rusting under the darkness : 
\ The Universe grows smaller, palpitat- 
ing against its destiny : 
My chilly soul — center of the world— gives seat to 

audible tears — the songs of the cricket. 
I drink the darkness of a corner of the Universe, — 
alas I square, immovable world to me, on my 
bed 1 Su^esting what ? — god or demon ? — 
&r down, under my body. 
I am as a lost wind among the countless atoms of 

high Heaven I 
Would the invisible Night might shake off her 
radiant light, answering the knocking of my 
soft-formed voice t 
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XXn MY POETRY. 

I^r Poetry begins with the tirele 
% of the cricket, on the lean grs 
^ hill, in sober-laced evening. 
S And the next p^e is Stillness 

And what then, about the next to that ? 

Alas, the god puts his universe^overing h 
its sheets t 

" MatUr, takt off your hand for the liuti 
vatUi" 

Asked in vain :— 

How long (ot my meditation ? 
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XXIII. DESTINY ARRIVES. 

Ktandihq by the gray - txniedt naked- 
sprited wind, dark green through 
evening vdl, the thousand leaves 
tremble !n chilly palpitation. 
Fading lips (^ love-dead rose sing of passed damsels' 

sadness (or pleasure ?) colored, juicy checks. 
Song-fergotten, homeless meadow lark, searching in 
vain the gossamer waves of the harmless 
Jield;— 
Listen I an axe — the ghostly sound of nailing on the 
tear-frozen earth I — the chopping of wood far 
away, — ah, this evening t 
Alas, Destiny arriving must soon be here against 
roel 
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XXIV. 7HE GARDEN OF TRUTH. 

LT frosts wreathe over t} 
le staid bottom were air 
I from her honeyed ri 
1 down like love-messenj 
the Lady Moon. 
A light-walled corridor in Truth's palace ; 
ity-guarded chapel of God, where brave 
kneel, small as mice, against the 
heavensi — the midnight garden, w 
naked soul roams alooe, under the gi 
Silence. 
The God-bclovcd man welcomes, respec 
honored guest, his own soul and boc 
solitude. 
Lo I the roses under the night dress then 
silence, and expect no mortal applaud,' 
with that of their voiceless God. 
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XXV. ALONE IN THE CANYON. 

^HE audible flakes of the snowy coldness, 
stirred by the silence-breaker of night, 
the hoary-browed wind, wander down, 
wander down the sleeping boughs 

unto my canyon bed. 
" Good-bye my beloved family I " — I am to-nignt 

buried under the sheeted coldness : 
The dark weights of loneliness make me immovable! 
Hark I the pine-wind blows, — blows I 
Lo, the feeble, obedient leaves flee down to the 

ground fearing the stern-lipped wind voices ! 
Alas, the crickets' flutes, to-night, are broken I 
The homeless snail climbing up the pillow, stares 

upon the silvered star-tears on my eyes I 
The fish-like night-fogs flowering with mystery on 

the bare-limbed branches : — 
The stars above put their love-beamed flres out, one 

by one — 
Oh, I am alone I Who knows my to-night's feel- 
ing I 
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XXVI. S£AS OF REVERIE. 

OBSAHER - surging, pleasure - foa 
dream-bodied seas of reverie, <k 
with passion, waving in time wi 
time, place without place. 

My soul, heavy-weighted with the dusts of life 
aUs I lingerii^ in the rusty, broken body, 
downward to the bottomless bottom of Rev 
sea, to the destiny of to-morrow, unkno\ 
this moment. 

I hear but the words : — " Tht Hmt is at ha 
— " And btkold it was vtry gaodt " 

Welcome, snowy clouds, far away (frozen bre: 
angels ?) revelling in the poetry of their m 
changings. 

I am stirring the waves of Reverie with my mes 
less, but wisdom-wreathed syllables, wov 
selfless pen, and destroying these sheets, 
after time, in my mystery enveloped de 
(is not desire but unknown action ?) 

Alone, dreaming as in floating poetiy ; my 
alone in the cabin (even yellow-jackets 
doned) upder the morbid-faced summer sV 
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XXVIL I DEUGHT IN THE SHADOW. 

I iKUORT in the shadow 1 
( The shadow seenu to me as radiant 
Virtue, as honeyed Goodness, — as 
mirrory Truth, — as n^al servant, — as 
staid Stillness, — as restful Meditation, — as 
watery Wisdom. 

In the shadow of my own body, my Soul, eternal 
upon the deathless Earth, humble in the fikce of 
Destiny,^ — a claimless visitor, or settled master, 
leans upon the central i^llar erf body. 

Ever unknowing of Will, of Self, — like an oi^te 
vapor softly issuing from the golden rim of the 
moon, in the gossamer-frozen sky, -^unknowing 
of positiveness, like the Spring breeze roaming 
among saowy-walsted maiden flowers. 

Atone, abandoned by my native land and Tune, 
liidng without tips or passion, 

My Soul, silent as some dead face, contented as 
some Idol god, seeks the fiidden sheeted poetry 
of the Universe everwhile ; and so shall seek, 
perhaps after my death in this visible world. 
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XXVIII. THE BOUGH-WIND BLOWS! 

I H, blows I blows 1 the bouf 

blows I 

Do n't sweep away my body ai 

yet, please I I still love the 

whilst my dear mother lives. 

Hark, the bough-wind blows, blows, blows, 

ing the dusts off ioto the bottomless Ete 

Lo,. the thousand gum-trees, wainng to i 

renovate the color of the hanging dotne. 

Autumn painting the rushing California bill< 

to a restful yellow. 
Ah, blows, blows, the bougb-wlnd blows to 
forth the spirits from the vanity dream t 
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XXIX. AM I LONESOMEf 

Sv body and soul melt Into the canyon 
solitude, which itself dreams away 
into the silence-moistened space of 
darkness-veiled earth. 
Am I lonesome ? — No, not I ; but our night half- 
sphere seems sad, stirred in her stagnant reverie ' 
by the velvety-beamed breezes. 
Let me now make the fire under the tree, and color 

the darkness for a little while I 
Hark 1 what are these voices ? — Are they of the 
winds tapping on my back with their phantom 
bands? 
Alas, drowning in tlie ah's of doubtfulness, I am 

surrounded by pale ghosts 1 — 
Let me in these moments be blind, deaf and dumb 

in the darkness I 
I am listening to Time's footsteps that come nearer, 
while the lofty moon gives me a silvern road, 
separating the shadow-mystery. 
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XXX. My LONELY SOUL 

An the tomb-mute, memory-surging night* 
i garden, my tear-mobtened, trembling 
a soul creeps about, hunting in vain my 
f love's tiny curve-lined foot-tracks, lost 
times ago. 

The odorous, phantasmal breezes (sighs of a frozen 
corpse in the earth ?) blow up to scatter down 
over the garden the icy sadness, that waves 
about the lean, &ided moon, hung on a withered 
twig. 

Drowned in the music of the unexplorable rivulef s 
sea-song ; wet under the endless rain-tears of 
the crickets' cries ; beaten by the beauty- 
decayed sabre-shadow of tree, 

Alas, my sOul hides, closing its eyes, — hides in the 
mobile body-cabin, praying the darkness to be 
a sympathetic friend I 

The world-scolding night-bells of the church hasten 
down into another roomy world. 

Alas, what about my soul's future ? 
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XXXI. imO THE HJiCB. 

\ EVEK delight in these tendei>spirited, 
long shadows of light-flowering sum- 
mer leaves, — lying in time without 
time, place without place, on the bed, 
my pillow resting on the sea-blue mountain- 
side, formed like a damsel's waist, for away. 
My vapory dream glides down with the green breeze 
into the mystic land of being-fruited ' Nothing - 
orchard, along the silence foamed, sober, 
shadows of the leaves : 
Alas, into the place where the two roads meet, to 
God Garden— to Demon Court 1 
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XXXII. SEAS OF LONEUNESS. 

the void - colored shade of 
t my ' self* passed as a dowsy 
o Somewhere. 
oul floating upon the face of 

tite deep, nay the &celess face of the deepless 

deep — 
Ah, the Seas of Loneliness I 
The mute-waving, nlence-waters, ever shoreless, 

bottomless, heavenlcss, colorless, have no 

shadow of my passing soul. 
Alas, I, without wisdom, without foolishness, with- 
out goodness, without badness, — am like god, a 

negative god, at least t 
Is that a quail ? One voice out of the back-hill 

jumped into the ocean of loneliness. 
Alas, what sound resounds ; what color returns ; the 

bottom, the heaven, too, reappears I 
There is no place of muteness 1 Yea, my paradise 

is lost in this moment I 
I want not pleasure, sadness, love, hatred, success, 

unsuccess, beauty, i^liness — only the mighty 

Nothing in No More. 



,ibf Google 



XXIIir. CHANGES AFTER CHANGING. 

KE world cries out with childish tears ; 
The world smiles on the silly girlish 

cheeks: 
The god feints unbravely the death. 
The universe changes after changing in countless 
times, from b«ng to being, ever timorous, to 
dip the waters of perfect truth. 
The sun unks fitr down in the West, as a glorious 
king, leaving the never-decayed romance ! — Oh, 
thou wilt not be up again 1 I want no silvery 
moon I 
Death be eternal death evermore I 
Alas, this ignoble changing world, the shame-for- 
gotten god,-«the hateful world of changing I 
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XXXIV. CHILDISH PLAY. 

gMTOXiCATlOK in detuuoD, dreaming in 
Intoxication, running, forgetting, abs- 
ent-mitx]ed, sadness after pleasure, 
loss after gain, angry-faced by un- 
r lives are just like childish play. 
Tluow thy gold out into the trail-less mountains I 
Sink thy treasures down in the bottomless sea t 
Tfay fitme is oothing ; people's gossip, too, is nothing. 
Applause gives way soon to depreciation. The 
applauder panes away, the depredator also 
passes away, and the listener follows them. 
Before whom art thou ashamed ? By whom wouldst 
thou be remembered ? 
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XXXV. THE RIPH£S SNOW I 

«HivER-giviDg, lofly sounding horse's 
hoofs, knocking on the warm earth, 
(the mouldered history of old) call 
to awake : — the hone's waving mane, 
like heart-broken willow leaves under wanton 
mists, is combed by the steel-toothed, salty 
winds. 

The youi^, romance-dreaming knight, straight- 
bodied, singing the lust-despi»ng war-song, 
rushes along the road of chastening adventure, 
his stainless scabbard inviting the moon to 
follow, until finding a tired, coat-less tree, its 
past tr^^dy chanted in a chorus of sadness by 
the snipe-group, iax away, 

He leaves his horse and bending down to the water 
of the rivulet near by, that reflects his hope- 
dead face, he asks : 

"Has no Romanct bun kept for me herel" and 
comes the merdless answer, " The ripples, ^me 
down far away, far away, Aey know I " 

I hear his thousand sighs as he turns his hone's 
head to the home road, and I see the green 
&ce of the rivulet which, with chitljr smiles, 
hurries down wHh unknown chatter. 
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XXXVI. HUSH, WHOSE SOBS t 

HE bare tomb staods In the wind. 

The veil-less moon shivers, breathing 
her yellow sighs among the naked 
twigs. 
The broken banana leaves chant In sileace, " We or* 

eotttent mtt\ saibuss I " 
The immovable hillside cabm is dumb, enwrapped 

by the thousand Autumn vt^ces. 
Hush t a maiden's sobs 1— Are they the ripple-tears 

of the A-iendless brook, breaking the stillness ? 
"Oh, my love I ^ love, lam here/" I murmur, 
but I hear no reply in the darkness. 
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XirVIL JAMA SHADOW. 

Rtamding like a ghost in the stniling 

mysteries of the moon garden, 

" Wluiu is this shadors, is it timu f this 

shadow His an asfy, Itafiets twig" I 

said. 

"Pardon, comrade, — awt^f" And my knocking 

voice broke the birds' slumber. 
" Awt^ / " I said againi " Away from me O 




I stepped aside wishing to be free from the shadow, 

wishing to be alone on the ever-listenii^ night- 

eiith. "Oh, how loi^ wouldst thou foUow 

mtf* 
Alas, death t— alas, death I O giant tree in whose 

shadow my body^hadow and soul-shadow lose 

themselves I 
Restii^; now under the redwood tree, that droops 

its boughs to stir the dreamy Earth, I saw my 

own shadow was gone. 
Leaving me to the «lent mondiogue, " / am a 

Aadew, 1 am a shadow, but nothtug else, iiiy 

/fiend/" 
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JUO-VUL HOW NEAR TO FAIRYLAND/ 

HiTE banded and yellow - vdled, the 

angel rocka in autumn drowsiness. 
Listen, the dream frozen drops of the 
rivulet-flianna melt into the tuneful 
silence I 
The Sprii^like wannth stealing into my body, dry- 
ing up the wet mysteries of nqr soul, gives me 
flight into tlie freedom of vacuity^ into roofless 
tmfloorcd reverie-halL 
L>o> such greenness, such velvety greenness, such 

Iieaven vdthout heaven above I 
Lo, again, such gray, such velvety grayr su^ earth 

without earth below I — 
Hy soul sula tlirougb the waveless timeless mirror 

seas. 
Oh, how near it seems to Paltyland 1 
Blow, blow a gust of wind I Sweep away my soul- 
boat against that shore I 
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IXXIX. AH, WHO SAYS SOT 



l^ A ^ " ^ ^^ ^PP''^ sounds of run on the 

y ■U My soul finding not a melodious silence 
f Z^ — s warm reverie, itirs the darkness 

of nqr cliandier to ffight, white I lie <mi the mid- 

lught, lonely bed. 
Alas I The rains nail on the roof; nay, on the 

dlence of the Universe t 
Being even as a lost child in the night, I hear no 

fc^owing tears of voy heart-broken mother — 

only the rains, dripping down from the redwood 

boughs. What prattle I la it the chatter of 

some unseen mortal ? 
Alas 1 Ought a man to be one who ever weeps? 
Ah, iriio says so ? 
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XL. WHAT SAYS THE SILENCE? 

KB, the dlvered leaves of the canyon 
moon-beams shiver, filing down, fall- 
ing down through the redwood bough- 
nlence I 
Alas, the hundred thousand nQrriad leaves are 

scattered here and there I Shall I myself gather 

all of them ? 
" WJiaartthauf a misir <f NaUm f*' Fr^htened, 

I look beUnd upon the stu[»d moon-stillness of 

the dumb sea-heaven. 
Listening to my audible emotion, I find my own 

body rusting with the antique, odorous loneliness 

of the n^ht Universe. 
" Whirt is my friend f " I knocked on the doway 

airs with my ^gh. I hear an echo, &r away. 

—Is that the answer ? 
Hush t stillness again : and I lie down by the 

rivulet's " willy^Illy " chatter. 
Buried to-night under the moon-leaves, I tiy hi my 

blindness to read the heart of Nature, foigettiog 

all of myself but the tranquillity. 
" Ak, what st^s Vit Silenei unto me t " 
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XLL THE DESERT OP ' NO MORE.' 

I Nothing muffles over the Unlverae 

' No Mor«, my soul lives with tlie 

I j, darkness and silence. 

. great Nothing I 
Ah, the all-powerful Desert of No Morel— where 
myriads of beings sleep In their eternal death ; 
where the god dies, my soul dies, darkness 
dies, silence dies; where nothing lives, but the 
Nothing that lives to the End. 
listen to the cou^ of Nature 1 
After the coi^h, the UoiverBe Is nlent as^o, mf 
soul kisnng the ever nameless idol faces of the 
UmvcTse, as In a holy, heathen temple. 
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XLIL A NIGHT IN JUNE 

SB sad. tean-wrappInK cricket-sooga 
aK»sten> as if by rain at evening, the 
western fire-skirt — the dying glories 
of tlw Sun. 
At n^ht, the sleeper-scorning cricket speaks, over- 
Bowing the shy. breathless garden, smiting my 
soul. 
A beavy-colored darkness swallows up the blushing- 
cheeked, shuddering roses. 

« » ■ » * * 

I hear but the soundless vc^s : " 7%/ Sun should 

bt displayitig his to-morrow's splendors." 
Alas, the Universe has no death, but only clianging. 
At the approach of dawn, the broken - throated, 

shame-pronouncing cricket-ftutes stop their. 

syllables against the mirroiy-breasted rising 

Sun. 
Yea, the things uavisible or vinble chai^ ever to 

the end 1 
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XLIII. ETERNAL DEATH. 

T soul floats with furled de^res to the 

place wberesoe'er I will, mtb printless 

steps, drownly, iniisically, opening its 

eyelashes, veiling its cheek-smiles 

like a thief,— 

Ljke wanton winds, wing-dbturbed, like a bushy- 

haired cloud with long and dusty beard. 
The eternal death is a triumph to me ; my beamless 
soul, like a twilight^mst, floats upon unchang- 
ing, uncolored, tasteless, soundless, serene seas 
of roofless, Boorless darkness. 
There I hoe the poetry-planted garden of silence ; 
there I plow the pearl-fruited orchard of medita- 
tion. 
I sing the song of my heart strings, alone in the 
eternal muteness, in the &ce of God. 
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XLIV. DIFFERENCES. 

5 BE begioniog, the end — the birth, the 
K death — the daricneis, the light, — the 
^ voicei the silence, — the prosperity, 
y the decay, — the love, the envy, — the 
pleasure, the tuffeiiBg, — the awakenii^, the 
sleeping, — these differences, cooiing in uncon- 
scious mood, are what I ever welcome, 
My soul-casement being opened full widely for the 
jealous god, who lives proudly under the same 
roof with the true god. 
The julceless Sower-cheeks and the withered^reen 
tree-hairs invite ever my soul, in this dusty 
world, to count the drops of smile-fixnen tears 
and tear-frozen smiles. 
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XLV. THE SHADOW OF THE TREES. 

R this moment the flute - silent birds 
fbi^t their fancies and ffy up the 
h^h heaven, ctironiders to the shy 
goddess, leaving to me the whole ci 
the dumb Universe, muffled in a gossamer 
reverie. 
The noon-cloud, that disturbs the heart of the 
sadness-welcoming mortal, passes lar away into 
an unknown shadow — ah, what is the fate oi 
that cloud ? — wishing to leave me contented, 
alone in the solitude. 
Separated from the world-trouble, I rest under the 
shadow of the trees, until my soul-take duatless, 
radiant-ripi^ed, seems like a silvery mirror for 
a serene beauty ; 
And I look up the doom-visible vault of heaven^ 
moulding my &ce into the unfathomable poetry 
of the sea-blue sky. 
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XLVI. HIDING W THE MIST. 

N rustic loneliness, the Ml-dde cabin 
stands enwrapped by the gray mystery 
— the dream-mists. ^ 

Alas, my cabin-4>oat, without oars on 
the nightmare tHllow-imsts, knows no shore 
whereon to anchor ; floating on, she longs for 
the kindness of a blast of wind I 
Alas, such abandoned cabin on the earth 1 
Alas, such friendless soul of me 1 
How long should I be hiding in the nience ? 
" listen f What says my littU bougk-dtto ? " 
I open the door of my cabin, and the silver-breasted 
rivulet-maiden, crawling into the mist, cries out 
her tears. 
" Ah, tohat says she, my Utile dew on the roof f " 
Alone in the cabin, — in the mystery, — in the silence, 
I have not known for a long time a mother's 
message. 
" Ah, what says she, my Uttle dew on the window f " 
Alas, who can say the heaven - pillars are not 
broken off this day? Who can say the earth- 
floor has not fallen down ? 
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XLVII. THE NIGHT-LYRE ECHOES. 

ESTING on my [hIIow, the strings of the 
night-lyre echo in my ears, the storm 
revelling in the walMess chamber of 
heaven, under the dim lanterns of the 

stars. 
Alas, the lantern-fires, burning up my forgotten 

love-sheets, bid the mist-wreathed phantoms 

laugh me to scorn. 
Enclosed by stillness, ghosts live there alone. 

What welcome fate, then, for me 1 
Even my friend the broken-hearted banana tree at 

my cabin door steeps like a strange idol. 
" storm, for my saht, mait my friend chant Ms 

sadness agtdn, again f " 
O smileless silence of midnight I — Now the barkit^ 

of a d<^, far away, ri(^es lonelily along the 

waves of tears. 
The untimely chatter of a flj^ng meadow lark drops 

away into the unknown West 
Ah, what about mf own sweet love I 
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XLVIII. THE SUMMERS LEAN FACE. 

KiRLB-creamedj high-born moon-sickle, 

like some angel's proud eye - brow, 

dipped <^by a rushing tabre-btast I 

O dead ghost's garments of darkness, 

— the tangled-haired sheets of cloud t 

The fluting of the crickets' shuddering teat^-songs 

wave over the garden- 
Fearing one shiver might break their frail flutes, my 
lonely, boatless soul, still as a frozen stone, 
drowoi in the bottom ot the sea of air. 
The drowsy breeze, out <d the western, dying Are, 
drifting along the b'ail between the earth-bones, 
knocking the leaJy door with gloved hands, 
finds a resting place in the acacia trees. 
How fitir the lean &ce of summer«vening earth y 
but alas, what sofibcating scene, as of some 
sick-chamber I 
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XLIX. / AM WHAT I UKE TO BE. 

KT thM plundered my half-a-d^ t " I 

have lost just half a day t 
I closed up my mouth ; the time had 
no power to control over me, separat- 
ed from the whole world. 
I knelt down as a humble servant before my soul> — 
foi^^etting my life, my iancy, my knowIe<%ei 
my wisdom, my thought. 
Alone In my caUn, I closed down the casement of 
my eyes, — I walled up the entrance of my 
ears, and the odors of the world visited in vain 
my nostrils. 
Sadness, gladness, question, answer, coming breath, 

departing breath, this day left my soul I 
I am what. I like to be ; Sf»ing, Autumn^ poverty, 
fiieads, the world and myself all are dead to 
mel 
But for civility, my door wouk! never be opened to 
the floating world I 



,ibf Google 



L. MY UNIVERSE. 

E roam out, — 
Selfless, will-less, inrtuelesSf viceless, 
passionless, thoughtless, at druninn 
in Dreamland of Dawn, or of Nothing, 

into visible darkness — this world that seems , 

lOnBeli^. 
We go baclc agab, — 

Contentless ; despatrless, — a thing but of Nothing : 
Into this unnsible world, or visible, nothing-formed 

world, as storm-winged winds die steallshly 

away, in the open s^nritless face of the field. 
What about Goodness ? 
Like the winds above, fcMinless-fonned, driving my»< 

teiy-^ced clouds into a mountain-mouth. 
What about Wisdom ? 
Like winds, inatron-fkced, scattering flower seeds 

around an unexpecting land. 
The world is round ; no-headed, no-footed, havii^ 

no left ude, no right side I 
And to say Goodness is to say Badness : 
And to say Sadtuss is to say Goodness. 
The world is so filled with names ; often the neces»- 

Ity is forgotten, often the difference is unnamed I 
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